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ground hard, and in imminent risk of falling out himself,
was holding the burning flare by its two wires to give
me light It would have been difficult enough had the
aeroplane been on the ground; as it was, in the hurry
and darkness and the whizzing slipstream of the star-
board propeller, it was an achievement. Loder was
standing by No* I flare and had been firing the futile
rockets.

When I got out of the aeroplane Sergeant Pitt an-
nounced that there was a corpse in our bedroom! A
N.AJLF.L manager had died in the Nairn and had
been taken in. Before we could go to bed we had to
get him out into the garage. We asked for permission
to continue to Hinaidi, but were told it was totally
unfit owing to the rain they had had. I was restless
in my sleep early next morning, going through time
and again that last half-hour's tension as we came in
to Ramadi with the Mail. But we had landed with
our Mail Pennant sturdily at the mast head.

Ramadi to Hinaidi. The next morning the eastward-
bound Nairn convoy came in. They had a dead hyena
strapped on the running board of one of the cars. They
got a stretcher and took the corpse along with them
to Baghdad. I could not get leave to start till noon.
Even then they said I must be very careful about land-
ing, as Hinaidi was a bog, and I must touch my wheels
on the "TV* I flew back on a fine morning with
white fleecy clouds. When quite low I saw the tower
at Aqqar Kuf as a tiny excrescence on the horizon from
60 miles away. I then tried to climb above the clouds,
but found the cumulus tops rising up high enough to
make it not worth my while; so when just past Fellujah
I glided down to 1,500 feet and flew back under them.